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Chapter 1
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Faith's POV

Today was the day I turned 18 years old. You ever wake up and feel that something big is going to happen to you? Yeah, I had that feeling. And with the luck I've had so far, I wasn't expecting anything good really.

I had been born in my pack of shifters, The Silver Stream Pack, to a warrior and a wolfless shifter. The odds were fifty-fifty of me having a wolf. As far as my pack mates, and even my father knew, I was wolfless. However, that was the secret my mother and I kept.

When I was just 10 years old, on a night my father was thankfully out doing perimeter checks with his squad, I began to shift. Shifters usually shift at 16 years old or older. Except the Alpha of The North. He also reportedly shifted at 10 years old, but those could have just been rumors. No one seemed to know much about the Alpha of the North. He was an enigma.

My mother had to rush me out of our house to make sure I didn't break anything. Me or the furniture. When we shift for the first time, it isn't really graceful. Some people even end up twitching and thrashing around on the ground until the shift is complete. I had watched a few before mine, thank the Goddess, because at least I had some idea of what was coming. That didn't really prepare me though, as a young 10-year-old, to deal with the excruciating pain that came with a first shift. I mean think about. A 10-year-old's pain threshold tolerance is way lower than a 16-year-old's. Let's get real. And it hurt like hell. Burning, cracking, reshaping, sprouting fur. It makes me think of all the horror stories people share about giving birth. The pain is the worst in the world you would ever experience, but once you're holding that baby, all memory of that pain is gone. I call bull! To this day, I still recall that horrendous pain.

I remember watching my mother's face during it all looking absolutely horrified. I wasn't sure if it was because of the shifting process or that I was shifting at all. And watching a person looking horrified, while your 10 years old and shifting, does not make the process any easier whatsoever. Horrible experience! Horrible! But I met my beautiful wolf, Niyati. That was worth it all. And apparently, she and I, were special. She did not elaborate at the time but told me what she could. After all, I was just 10 years old. I guess the idea was to burden me slowly, not all at once. I appreciated it. Hear the sarcasm. When I had fully shifted, far away from the house, my mother, Shayla, looked petrified. I tried to reach out to her through the mindlink, which worked, shockingly. Although my mother was wolfless, she had enough of the shifter gene that when she was marked, she could mindlink. The one saving grace for her. This pack was all about pure bloods, pure breeds. They did not encourage, or support, cross-breed matings. The wolf shifter would be strongly encouraged to either reject their mate or move with their mate outside of the pack. Truly a disgraceful pack.

Through the mindlink I had asked my mother what was wrong.

Her eyes had gone wide when she could tell I could minklink already.

She responded back, Your wolf is not only early, she's big. She's the size of a regular wolf already as a pup.

Oh.

I think we should hold off telling your father, but I may need to buy some of that spray that covers your scent.

I felt a pang in my chest at not being able to share this with my father. He would be proud of us, not ashamed. Right?

Niyati spoke to me with her reasoning. Father would tell the pack. He would be proud, would brag, and that would not be safe for us. I can hide our scent.

I told mother about what my wolf said. She agreed with the part about father, but she was shocked by the part about being able to cover my own scent. Apparently, that was really hard to do for average wolves. Only a few high-ranking wolves could pull it off, but even that took quite the energy to sustain.

When my 16th birthday came and went without a shift, then my 17th birthday, my father would look disappointed and walk away. I felt a harsh pain for hiding this secret, but Niyati promised it was for my own safety. Niyati stopped covering my scent by my 16th birthday, which was probably why my father was hopeful again the following year. The pack began referring to me as wolfless and would bully me verbally. None of them ever put hands on me, which was odd, because they had no problems doing it to other "less than" shifters in the pack. I often wondered if I gave off some kind of vibe that said, "don't mess with me." Niyati never confirmed or denied it, but she was pretty hush hush with me in the first couple of years. Apparently, I was on a 'need to know' basis. Thanks, wolf, thanks!

We had guests today, as a pack member's mate's family was visiting. I had been feeling a tug throughout the day, and Niyati gave me a push to get out of the house. I had learned not to ask questions with her, so I headed to the packhouse for lunch. I didn't usually sit in the packhouse because of all the stares and glares, but if I was encouraged to get out by my wolf, then it was happening. As I got closer to the entrance of the packhouse I could smell a generally pleasant citrus smell. It smelled like a good shampoo. Just as I was reaching for the door, I heard a roar from the other side, and the door was flung open. The citrus smell practically slammed me in the face, making me almost choke. Then I heard a male voice say, "Mate." He appeared excited to see me, and I could feel the slight pull to him. I was wondering why it wasn't stronger. I had heard stories about the mate pull and I was expecting, well......more. He was a good-looking male. He was about equal to my 5'8" height, with broad shoulders, and a nice set of muscles. Either he worked out often or he was a warrior.

Next thing I knew, I heard a familiar voice, my pack's Alpha, Derrick, "You don't want her as a mate." He started to growl until Alpha Derrick continued, "She's wolfless." My mate stopped growling, and stared at me, frowning.

My mate said, "What?"

Alpha Derrick responded back, "She's wolfless. If you don't want her, we could pair you with one of our other she-wolves. Then you could remain in our pack with your sister."

Asshole!

Niyati was whining in the back of my head, making my head ache. One thing I did discover about my special abilities, I could separate myself from Niyati, and she from me, when either one of us became overwhelmed with emotions. That way, one of us was able to keep a calm and collected mind to make better decisions. I had to do this now, so I could focus on what was happening. The shift was subtle, like slowing pulling a curtain closed.

My mate suddenly looked disgusted. Hmmm. So, he's one of those kinds. Great.

"What's your name, mate?"

Rejection. Fantastic. Oh well, let's get this done.

If he couldn't be bothered to give me a chance because of my presumed status and influenced by an outsider, then maybe he wasn't worth it. But,......I'll give him a chance. Just one.

"My name is Faith Morgan. What is your name, mate?" I tried to make my voice sound hopeful, but I was getting negative vibes from him, so I wasn't holding my breath.

He snorted. "Guess you're about to find out. I, Adam Sythe, warrior of the Red Moon pack, reject you, Faith Morgan, as my mate."

Okay, so here's the thing. I knew I had to pretend to feel something. Being wolfless doesn't keep you from feeling the rejection pain. I did my homework. Just in case. And good thing I did, this arrogant asshole. But by putting up my wall between my wolf and me, I had pretty much shut down any feelings I would have gotten from the rejection. I would need to get through this part fast so I could get away from him and take on some of the pain from Niyati. She didn't deserve to hold it all. What was funny though was my so-called mate had started to feel the pain only halfway through the rejection. Served him right!

I pretended to make a whimper sound and act like I didn't want to accept it. Had to put on a show.

He gritted out, "Accept it!"

I did another glorious whimper for the audience, then lowered my voice to a whisper. "I, Faith Morgan, accept your rejection."

He dropped to the ground howling in pain, as I turned away and walked quickly away.

I needed to get the hell out of this pack. As a rejected wolfless pack member, I was now expendable.

I rushed home, mindlinking my mother that I needed to leave. Now. By the time I got home, both mom and dad were there.

Dad spoke up first, looking pained. "I heard you were rejected. I'm so sorry, baby!" He came forward and engulfed into a big hug. Although he had been disappointed in my not having a wolf, and became a little less enthusiastic around me, he still showed me he loved me. And now, now I could finally tell him the truth.

We could command him not to share it.

Wait! What?

What do you mean, Niyati?

It's one of your gifts. Now that you are 18, you will begin to get your gifts.

Wait! Gifts? As in more than one?

Yes. You are not just a shifter wolf. You are a Mystic Aura.

What in the hell is that? I didn't have time to ask, because my dad was pulling back from me.

"We need to get you out of this pack before they turn ugly on you for being a rejected wolfless she-wolf." His eyes were wide with pain.

"Ummm yeah. About that, dad. Well...." I looked away towards mom, who looked panicked, then back to dad. "I actually have my wolf."

He frowned. "What do you mean?"

I looked at mom again who looked pale, shaking her head. "I transitioned when I was 10 years old."

Silence.

"Surprise." I faked a laugh.

Dad turned to mom, saw her expression then turned back to me.

"Why wouldn't you tell me that? That's huge!" Then he paused, looking like he was mindlinking, and his expression changed to shame. "Because I would have ran and told the others. And who knew how they would have responded." He sighed, resigned.

My voice was a whisper. "I'm so sorry, dad. I really wanted to tell you." I could feel tears start to prick my eyes.

He pulled me into another hug. "No no, I understand why. It probably was the right thing." He still sounded pained, even if he did understand.

When we pulled apart again, I looked at him. "But don't worry. You won't be able to tell anyone anyway. You cannot tell." The last part was said with Niyati in my voice.

He stiffened. "What did you just do?"

"I commanded you. Apparently, it's a new ability today." I shrugged, like it was no big deal. Though it really was.

"Well, if you can do that now, you will be able to share with me as you go." He hugged me again real tight, then let me go. "Let's get you packed. You will be going to your Uncle Cameron's pack to stay until you decide what you want to do next, okay?"

I rolled my eyes. "Fine, but I might just decide to do some traveling."

He smiled softly at me. "That's fine. Just please have a spot where you can be anchored since it can't be here anymore."

"I will, dad. I will."

"And be careful Faith. If you truly are special, which can only be the truth after shifting at 10 years old, then you can become a target. You can't trust just anyone."

And he would end up being right. After leaving the pack that very day, it would be a year later that I would be traveling on my own that I would come across a human taking on rogues. A human who I would come to trust like no other up to that point.
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Chapter 2
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Faith's POV

I stayed at my auntie and uncle's pack for six months before I had to leave. The place was stifling, and I was getting negative vibes from the Alpha. Alpha Kent had been fine when I first moved to the pack. He was even open to initiating me into the pack after my first month there. He had asked why I had left the previous pack and I had told him a partial truth: I was wolfless and unwanted. At first, he was angry about this because he was open to different shifters and humans in his own pack, which was why he was open to accepting me in the pack so easily. About three months in, I was called to Alpha Kent's office, which had Niyati on edge.

Once I was face-to-face with him, he looked angry.

"You told me you were treated differently because you were wolfless."

"Yes, that is correct." After all, it was correct.

"You didn't tell me you rejected your mate."

Hmmm.

"No Alpha Kent.  Because I was humiliated. Who would be proud to admit they were rejected by their mate, wolfless or not?"

"You were rejected?" He sounded annoyed. "Alpha Derrick told me you rejected your mate, a good warrior at that, leaving him heartbroken."

Pfft. Seriously? What a joke.

"Said you thought yourself too good and deserved a higher ranked wolf."

Well, he ain't wrong.

Niyati, really? Not now.

My voice was calm and soft. "I mean no disrespect Alpha, but that's not what happened. He rejected me for being wolfless. You can ask my parents, or aunt and uncle."

"So, you're saying an Alpha lied to me?" He roared.

"Yes."

He looked angry. "And why would he do that?"

"Because it would make him look bad for encouraging a warrior to reject his Goddess-given mate for being wolfless," I said flatly.

"If I had known you're a rejected wolfless mate, I would never have initiated you into my pack," he snapped.

I cocked my head to the side. "And why not? If I didn't initiate the rejection, why wouldn't I be acceptable in your pack?"

His face stiffened. "I don't accept rejected mates."

"Even if it wasn't the rejected's choice?"

He was quiet but looked agitated. I watched as his facial expression changed from agitation to shock to fear.

Niyati.

"Get out of my sight. I do not want to see you," he huffed out.

I didn't wait around. I left immediately. He seemed to be deflecting from the fact he believed another Alpha over asking me for the truth.

Niyati, what did you do?

Just showed him how wolfless we are.

I sighed. I thought we were going under wraps here.

He won't be able to say anything.

What?

You're not the only one that can issue a command.

But you didn't say anything!

I did. To his wolf.

Oh my!

I told my auntie, uncle, and father, but told them not to interfere. After three months of glares, side-eyes and whispers about my rejection, I was done. I had packed up a camping-sized backpack and decided to travel. I knew it would be a big risk, but instead of staying connected to the pack, I decided to break my connection to my auntie and uncle's pack. My family had been supportive of my decision. My auntie and uncle didn't know about my wolf status, which is why they didn't think twice about my urge to travel.

Truth be told, when I passed the territory and said the rejection of the pack, I felt a bit of glee when I heard the Alpha's roar. Alphas felt the disconnection of pack bonds, whether by rejection or death. Just to be safe, I had Niyati cover my scent until I was far enough away from the pack. I didn't want that Alpha ass to follow me and punish me for leaving without his precious permission. I honestly didn't feel like I owed him anything after his treatment of me.

For the next six months of my travels, Niyati began to slowly talk more to me about us. What did I learn? A heck of a lot!

We could cover our scent. We were larger than a typical Alpha wolf in wolf form. Our shifter abilities were heightened more than a typical wolf. And I could read auras off of people. That would explain why I could sense the bad vibes off of both Alpha assholes, and my oh-so-perfect mate. Dramatic eye roll for ya there.

And, not to be outdone with it all, Niyati could speak directly with the Moon Goddess. Say what? Yeah, that one shocked me the most. Niyati finally admitted there was a threat brewing that was influencing rogues and ferals to attack in groups, without cause.

Wait! What? I'm a rogue now, Niyati!

Don't be ridiculous. We're special. We can't be affected, or we wouldn't be divinely special.

I'm pretty sure if she could, she would be rolling her eyes at me.

Oh. Yeah. That.

We will be meeting someone soon who will take us on our journey to where we need to be.

Who are we meeting? Where are we meant to be?

Nothing. Silence.

I really did love my wolf, but sometimes she pissed me off. Like when she would suddenly stop talking or telling me things. To be fair, Niyati wasn't much a talker. She seemed to speak only when she felt it was necessary.

It was a week later when I was traveling around a pack territory, when I heard snarling. I did not want to fight today, but if I had to, I would. I only shifted in wolf form when I knew I had to kill. I didn't like killing, but I knew sometimes it was necessary for my safety. I didn't want word to spread about my wolf size, which is why I often fought in hand-to-hand combat, until I had no other options. I had been lucky this far.  I had only had three confrontations since I left the pack, only one of which required me to shift. I had been ambushed my ten ferals. I had wiped the floor with them.  To be fair, they would have just continued on terrorizing packs and humans alike. It needed to be done.

I was considering walking around to avoid the growling when Niyati spoke up.

You need to go and help her.

Her?

She's important to us.

Ah. The someone I was supposed to meet to take me on some journey.

I crept around a few trees, trying to be as quiet as I could. Then I smelt it. Rogues,......and a human?

I crept up and stood behind a large tree, then peeked around. Three rogues were advancing on the human. I quietly put my backpack down against the tree.

Just distract two of them. She can handle the third one.

She's human! How's she going to handle a rogue wolf?

She's special.

Well damn. Okay then.

I sprinted out from behind the tree quickly, touching one of the rogues as I ran by, and commanded the second to follow after him. I let them chase me, away from the pack, then ran back around, ensuring we hid our scent, and returned back to where the human was. I didn't want to kill rogues unless I had too. Ferals were another story.

When I came back, I was watching the human. She was actually quite impressive to watch. She was petite, with curves, and a head full of curly brown hair that was pulled up into a high ponytail. She launched into a tree then jumped back down on the rogue and began punching him.

Okay, so she could hold her own. Not bad.

She stopped punching the rogue, who was now unconscious on the ground, then turned in my direction. How did she know where I was?

I told you, she's special.

I spoke softly from my spot, arms crossed over my chest, "Well, guess you didn't need my help, after all."

She looked around when I spoke up again. "They ran off. It was weird. Like I scared them or something."

"Why didn't you shift?"

I tensed. How does she know about my wolf? "What do you mean?"

"I can smell the shifter gene on you."

"Oh that." I looked away. "I'm wolfless."

"How is that possible? You moved so fast I couldn't even see you."

I was getting agitated. I know Niyati said she was important to us, but we just met. I couldn't tell her our secret. At least not yet. "Don't be silly. You were just too distracted by those rogues."

She suddenly blurted out, "Aren't you a rogue?"

I started to move to leave when she spoke up again.

"Wait wait! Don't go! I'm sorry. Please stay!"

I paused and looked at her. She seemed safe.

"My name is Hope. I am the Beta female here in this pack."

Wait. What? "Aren't you a human?"

She giggled. She actually giggled. Do women giggle? 

"Yep. And a Beta's mate. Crazy right?" Her eyes were dancing with excitement.

"Well, good for you. Not often you hear about a human being a Beta's mate, and them sticking to it."

A Beta accepted a human and my useless warrior mate couldn't bother to accept me. I felt irritated more than anything.

It was meant to be.

Thanks, Niyati. Rub it in a bit there.

"I know right?" She rolled her eyes. "But have I got a story for you, if you care to hear it."

I couldn't help but smile. Okay, she seemed nice, after all. "Sure. Oh, and my name is Faith."
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Faith's POV

I was quickly introduced to Alpha Blake and Hope's mate, Beta Dravin. The way he was with Hope shocked me. He was very loving and protective of her. At first, he became aggressive towards me, as if I may be a threat. To be fair, with all the problems going on with rogues in general lately, I couldn't blame him one bit.

They had come to the forest area where the attack had occurred, along with several warriors, meeting up with Hope and me.

Hope spoke up when Dravin started growling at me. "Leave her be. She helped me with two other rogues."

He turned to me, frowning. "But you're a rogue."

I had allowed Niyati to give us the rogue scent, because I didn't want them to smell my true scent. If they had, they would have known something was different about us. Niyati had the ability to manipulate as well as mask our scent.

She wasn't affected like the others were." She paused, looking at me, curiously, but said, "And she is wolfless."

The way she said it though sounded like she didn't quite believe it.

She's a very perceptive human. She is special. She is our light.

I wasn't sure what Niyati meant by that last part, but I had learned not to bother asking questions. I had a fifty fifty chance of getting a response.

Dravin nodded, accepting Hope's word. I was grateful. I didn't want any drama. I could leave if needed, but I had a feeling Niyati wanted me here.

The warriors took the unconscious rogue back to the packhouse. Something about questioning him about the recent attacks.

I was given a room in the packhouse, and during the first evening of dinner, I was invited to eat with the high ranked members, most likely because Hope insisted I join. There was some hesitation on Alpha Blake and Beta Dravin's part, but they seemed to want to appease Hope and her high energy, especially after the attack. It was during the meal that I gave them all a watered-down version of my story. Met my mate. Rejected me because I was wolfless. Left the pack to visit family so it wouldn't be weird in my home pack. New Alpha felt weird about having a rejected wolfess in his pack, so I left to explore.  I wasn't here to start a war with other packs and their ridiculous beliefs so I kept it simple. Again, I had a feeling Hope didn't quite believe me the way she was watching me through the discussion, but she didn't pry. Until later.

The second day at the pack, I was sitting with Hope in the library with a couple of Elders. She was reading this really thick book called Legends & Prophecies. But she took a break after the Elders left the room, and stared at me.

I could feel her stare so after putting down a science fiction book I was reading, I stared back at her.

She raised an eyebrow at me, and then bit her lip. "So, I'm just gonna ask."

I waited.

"What's the real story about why you left your pack?"

I stared at her for a few minutes. She started to squirm, but then gave me a sheepish grin. I couldn't help, but laugh at her.

"Okay okay. If I tell you, promise not to tell the others. I didn't need them going to war over stupid values and beliefs that are different in each pack. Okay?"

She shrugged. "Sure." She winked. "Then I'll tell you my rejection story."

My eyes shot up. "Your rejection story? But you have your mate."

"I have my second chance mate."

My eyes were practically bugging out of my head. "That is so rare. A human who has a second chance mate?"

She wiggled her eyebrows at me. "My first mate was an Alpha heir, and Dravin may be a Beta here, but he is of Alpha blood."

"Wow!"

I told you she was special.

That's an understatement, Niyati.

She snickered.

"I know, right?" Her eyes were bright with amusement.

I told her the truth behind by rejection, leaving out my wolf secret entirely. I also informed her of why I really left my auntie and uncle's pack.

She looked sad. "I'm sorry you had to experience all that."

I shrugged. "Why waste time on people who can't appreciate who I am? Me for me? Right?"

She smiled big at me. "Ain't that the truth." She giggled again.

She really does giggle a lot, doesn't she?

I like her.

I do too, Niyati. I do too.

Hope then shared her story with me. I was glad her second mate got his head out of his ass and made up for being a turd when they first met. Hope deserved a good mate.

She went back to her reading, but began to share with me the two parts she had been most intrigued with. Which ended up stirring Niyati.

Hope mentioned a hybrid who would have a team, and the hybrid had elements about her: light, strength, and power. The minute she said that last part, I realized Hope was the light Niyati was referring to. She was part of the team. And I was the hybrid she was talking about. I tried not to look affected when she spoke, but listened as she spoke about the story. I figured maybe I could learn more from Hope than I had from my own darned wolf. But she didn't give me too much more information. But I did learn now that there was a third person we were waiting for apparently. And I was irritated to hear about a 'true mate.' So, apparently I had a second chance mate out there somewhere. I didn't want to be hopeful, but......I did feel a sliver of hope. Maybe he would be better than my first mate. Maybe an Omega, who could value me for me. I let
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